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'The Tragedy o/Othello 

Caf. No, for I hold him vnwortby of bis place, that does thofe 
things well, Hcauen’s aboue all, and there bee foulcs that muft bee 
faued. 

lag. It istrue good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine owne part, no offence to the G cneral),uor any tsan 
of quallity>I hope to be faued- 
lag. And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf. I s but by your leaue, not before me ; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Let's ha no more of this, let’s to our af- 
faires: forgiuc vs our fins s Gentlemen, let’s looketoour bufinefle : 
doe not thinke Gentlemen I am drunke,this is my Ancient,this is my 
right hand, and this is my left hand : I am not dtunke now,l can fland 
well enough.and fpeakc well enough. 

AIL Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very well then : you muft not thinke then, that Lam 
drunke, Exit. 

fjPlgon. To the plotforme maflcrs. Come, let’s fet the watch. 
lag. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a Scald ier fit to hand by Cafr, 

Andgiuedire&ion : and doe fcutfee his vice; 

Tisto his vertue, a itift equinox. 

The one as long as th’other : tis piety of him „ 

I fearc the tru £ \OtheUo put him in, ; 

On fornc odie time of his infirmity,. 

Will (hake this 1 fland. 

Mon. But is he often thus. 
lag. Tis euermore the Prologue to his fliepe t 
Het’Ie watch the horolodge a double fet, 

If drinke rocke not his cradle. t 

Mon. T’tvere well the Generali were put mminde of it? 
perhaps lie fees it not, or his goodnature 
praifes the vertue^hat appeares in fifsio. 

And lookes not on his euilis : is not this true ? 

Iae. How now Roderigo, Enter Roderigo. 

T nrav vou after the Leiutenant, got. Extt Rod, 

Y Mon. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a place, as his owne fecond, . 

With one ofan ingraft infirmity 5 ^ ^ 
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the Moore of Venice. 


It were an honeft adion to fay fo to the Moore. a « ' " 

Eag. Not I, for this faire lfland : 

I doe loueCafsiO' well.and Would doc much,-" ^ BelpeMpt within 
To cure him of this euill : but harke,what noy fe. " ' 

Enter Cafsio, driuing in Roderigo. 

Ca I- You rogue, you rafcall. 

Mon. What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

wtebow““’ KaCh "’ Cmyd0t) ’' b “ I' 44 ®" the knaue, •■,(«> a 
Rod. Beateme? 

Caf. Doft thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant; pray & hold your hand 

Mon L r mC g ° e fir, ° r Ilc k j 0ck you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. (.ome, come, you are drunke. 

Caf. Drunke ? they fight. 

lag* A way I (ay,goe ou t* and cry a muceny. 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s- will Gentlemen 

Helpe ho, Leiutenant i Sir, Montanio, fir, 

Hclpe matters, heer’s a goodly watch indeed : 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho 

The Tawne will rife, fie, fie, Leiutenant, hold. 

You will be fliam’d for euer. 

Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with Weapons. 

Oth. What’sthematterheere? 

‘ l h \f? am burt to the death, he faints. 

Oth. Hold, for your liues. 

lag. Hold,holdLciutcnanr,fir Mmtamo,Gtxxt\ttmt. 

Haue you forgot all place of fence,and duty .• 

H oH,the GeneraUfpeakesto you } hold,hold,for fhame. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence arifes this .? 

Are we tur nd Tttrkes , and tootir felues doe that, 

W hich Heauen has forbid the Ottamites : 

For C briftian fhame, put by this barbarous brawle t 
He that ftirres next, to came for his owne rage, ' 

Hows his foule light, he dies vpon his motion : 
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